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Per kits Prince of tyre* 

Per. I w ill'b sice tie you by the tillable of what you flialldc. 
liner, yet giue me icaue , how came you in thefe parts ? where 

were you bred ? 

Mar. TheKing my father did in 7 barfas Ieaue me 
Till cruel! Qlcon wicli bis wicked wife. 

Did (eckc to murder me : and hauing wooed a viliaine 
To attempt it, who hauiog drawnc todooT, 

Acrewot Piratscamc jnd refeued me, 

Ercught me to M’uliae. 

But good iit^whuhci will you hauc me ? why do you werye > 
Ic may beyoi; chinke me an impotfure, nogood faith.iam the 
da tighter o t Kong Pericles^ if good Kiug Pfucle* be* 

Per , Hoe, Hi life anus ? 

Hell. Calles my Lord ? 

Per*. Thou ore a graue and noble Counceltar, 

Moft wife in general! , tell me ifthou canft, what this tr. aide is, 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me wee pe ? 

Hell A tinovy not but hcrc»;he regent fit o. Metdtne , (peaks 
nobly of her. 

Lyf file neuer would tell her parentage, 

Being demanded due (he would fi: (till and weepe* 

Per. Oh Hehtcanmfk rike me honored fir, giue me a gafli , put 
me to prclcnt paine, leaft this great Tea of ioyesrulhing vponme 
ore- heart thefttoreof my mortality, and drowne me with their 
fweetnrfic. Oil comC hither. 

Thou that begetft him that did thee beget 
Thou that wait borne at lea,buriedat 7 barfus, 

And found at fea againe : O Hellcanns, 

Dowtie on my knees thanke the ho y god as loud 
As thunder threatens vs; this is (Joanna. 

What was my mothers name ? tell me but that, 

For truth can neuer be eonfirmd enough. 

Though doubts did euer fleepe. 

Mur. Fil'd fir, I pray what is your Title ? 

p*r. I am Pericles of Tyr* , but tell me now my 
Drownd Quecncs name, as in the reft you faid, 

Thou toft becne Godlike perfeft.the heire of Kingdomev 
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r pel kies prince of 'XyH. 

And another lik« to Pericles thy father. 

W. I* ‘t no more to be your daughter,then to iay.my Mo- 
^eisnameiwas yhatfajhaifa was my mother, who did end the 
minute 1 began. 

?r . Now bleffing on thee,rife, thou art my cbilde. 
f/uc re? freth garments, mine ownc He Keanus, (he is not dead 
Abarfftips flic (hould hauc bene by fauage Clcen , ihee (hall 
tell the all, when thou (halt knc«le,and iuftifie in knowledge, (he 
isdy very Princes who is this ? 

jltlt.Svc tts the Gouernor of Met dine , who hearing ot yout 
melancholy’ did come to fee you* 

Per. I embrace you giue me my robes ; 

I sm wild in my beholding. Oh heauen bleffe my girle. 

But HearkCjWhat Mtificksthis Helhcaam, uty CMartme, % 
Tell him ore point by point, (or yet hefeemes to dote, 

How fure you arc my daughter.btu whet’s this Muficke 1 
JJell. My Lord, I hcare none. 

Per. None, the Mufickeof the fpheares, lift my <JHari»a. 

Lyf. It is not good co crofle him giue him way. 

Per, Rar: ft founds do ye not heat'e ? 

Lyf Mulicke my Lord, I heart’. 

Per. Moft hcaueniymufickc 
Itnipstnevuto hltening, and thicke (lumber 
Hangs vpon mm<: eyes, let rnereft. 

Lyf A pillow for his head, fo leauc him all. 

Well my companion friends, if this but aial'wercto myiuftbc- 
Iiefe,ile well remember you. 

Diana, 

DUh. My Temple (lands in Epbefnt, 

Hicihcc thcther.srul doe vpon mine Altar facrifice .Thercwhen 
my maiden priefts are mr togcther.befot e all the people reucale 
• how thou at fcadtdft lofe thy wift,to mottmc thy crofle with thy 
daughters call and giue them repetition to the like , or perfoi me 
ray bidding, or thon liueft in w oe, doo’t.and happy by >my filuec 
bow, awake and tell thy dreame. 

Ter. Celeftiai:‘Z)</i« Goddcfle Argentine, 

^ Viiil obey thec : H elbcanm. 


Hell. Sir. 


Per, 


